22O                      ,    TIME     RUNS     OUT
Twenty thousand men can live indefinitely in this labyrinth
and this number are stationed there to-day.                     '
Inclined tunnels and elevators take you from the en-
trance level to the top, and at each of six battle levels the
fortifications spread to the great gun emplacements on the
inside face of the Rock. Lights flash through these tunnels.
Soldiers man the ammunition chambers. Central gun-
firing equipment is housed in units like the buried control-
room in a battleship. Searchlight stations are everywhere.
These giant lights, depressed into the surface of the lime-
stone, sweep in great arcs. Gibraltar can now be put ablaze
with shafts piercing the dark for eight miles by land, by
sea, and up in the air.
Anti-aircraft batteries bristle from sheltered stations all
over the top. Here are automatic weapons, which the
British call pom-pom guns, so effective against low-flying
craft, and anti-aircraft guns that shoot high and help keep
the enemy up ; sounding equipment the same as used at
Dover, On top, Gibraltar is a hornets' nest; below, it is of
itself an ideal air-raid shelter.
Standing in a gun-room on the fifth battle level, deep in
the shoulder of Middle Hill, and looking along the barrel
of a g-inch gun by the porthole through which it shoots, I
saw a great convoy steam eastward through the Strait. A
Gatalina purred overhead, and on each side three destroyers
cut a zigzag course. Beyond this, twenty-three miles away,
rolled the mirky hills of Spanish North Africa, to within a
thousand yards of which these new guns can hurl their
mighty shells, defending the free passage of the Mediter-
ranean and the new might of Gibraltar.
But the defence of the harbour, the new seaplane base and
the single little landing-field, is essentially and unavoidably
bad. It is bad, and it is serious* For the Spanish guns across
the way in the Algcciras area point directly down on this
region. These guns, unassailable in the pockets of the
Spanish hills, can and would rake these vital points at will.
So, if the Spanish guns shoot, the harbour and the naval base
go, and so do the new seaplane base and the little landing-
field ; the zone disappears as a base for the fleet, and
Gibraltar is shut out of the air. This is obvious and
inherent, originating in topography, and the British High